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O trifle plant acerbumgue ſunns O morte ipſa mortis 
tempus indignius! Fam deſtinata erat egregio juveni, 
jam electus nuptiarum dies ; quod gaudium, quo m- 
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To His GRACE the 
| Duxz of NEWCASTLE, 
ONE OP 


HisMajesTv's Principal Secretaries of State. 


Mr Lonxd, 


T F a Dedication carries in its Nature a Mark of 

our Acknowledgment and Eſteem, and is 
there moſt due, where we are moſt obliged; the 
late Inſtances I received of Your Grace's unde- 
ſerved and uncommon Favour in an Affair of 
ſome Conſequence (foreign to the Theatre) has 
taken from me the Privilege of chufeng a Patron; 


_ eſpecially for a Performance, which, not only 


by its Kind, falls immediately under 'Your 
Grace's Authority, but which likewiſe by its 
good Fortune, in a Scaſon of ſome Danger to it, 
received from Your Grace's free Indulgence, its 
Life and Succeſs on the Stage. Thus my Am- 


bition concurs with my Duty, and it is my Hap- 


pineſs, not to be able to gratify the Impulſe of 
the one, without obeying at the ſame Time the 


DiRates of the other. 


ADDRESSES of this Nature, tho” a groſs Abuſe 
of Praiſe, have juſtly fallen under Ridicule. 
How pleaſant it is, to hear one of Yeſterday 
complimented om his illuſtrious Anceſtors! A 
A 2 | ſordid 


iv DEDICATION. 


ſordid Perſon, on his Magnificence! An illite- 
rate Pretender, on his Skill in Arts and Sciences ! 
Or a Wretch contracted with Self-love, on his 
diffuſive Benevolence to Mankind! Yet from 
the Frequency of ſuch a ſhameful Proſtitution 
of the Pen as this, one Advantage reſults; it 
gives the Grace of Novelty and Peculiarity to a 
Dedication, that ſhall reclaim Panegyric from 
its Guilt, and reſcue the late mentioned ſublime 
Diſtinctions of Character from Abſurdity and In- 
juſtice, by applying them to a DUKE of New- 
caſtle. It is a kind of Compliment paid to Pane- 
gyric itfelf, to uſe it on ſo juſt an Occaſion. 

Ir is Letters, my Lord, which diſtinguiſh one 
Age from another; each Period of Time ſhines, 
or is caſt in Shades, as they flouriſh or decline ; 
and who knows not, that the Fate of Letters is 
determined by the kind or cold Aſpect of the 
Great? How happy then is the preſent Time! 
how fair an Aſſurance has it of being exempted 
from the Death of common Ages, when we ſee 
the politer Arts triumphing in the Care and En- 
couragement of One who has made an early and 
regular Acquaintance with them at their own 
Home, joining to the ampleſt Fortune, the Qua- 
lifications requiſite (had it been wanting) to ac- 
quire and deſerve it: One, who in the Flower 

of Youth, when the Imagination is warmeſt, 
and fit for ſuch a Province, prefides over the 
Labours of Genius and fine Taſte, and has it in 
his Power to rival thoſe he is pleafed to patro- 
- mize. One, in a Word, who is covetous of 
Learning, reaches it; who, zealous for Merit, 
pays Honours to its very Aſhes ; and whoſe being 
an excellent Maſter in polite Letters himſelf, is 
one of the ſmalleſt Proofs he has given of his 
ardent Love towards them. 
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DEDICATION. v 
Burt 1 cannot turn my thought that Way, 
without being put in Mind of the ImperfeQtion 
of the following Scenes. I own they have many 


"Faults, as many as I can allow, without refle&- 


ing on the Town, for the Countenance they 
have received: But I hope they have Merit 
enough to entitle them to ſome Share of Your 
Grace's Approbation, as well as Errors enough 


to make them ſtand in Need of all Your Pro- 


tection. The Continuance of which is humbly 


hoped by, 


Lone, 
Your Gzacz's 
much obliged, 
moſt obedient, and 
moſt bumble Servant, 


EDWARD YOUNG. 


" 7 Tau PRO- 
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By a FRIEND. 


Spoken by Mr. Boork. 


ONG have you ſeen the Greek and Roman name, 
Aſeſted by the muſe, renew their fame, 
While yet unſung — whom 
Greece form'd her Plato's, and her Czfar's Rome. 
Such, Egypt, were thy ſons ! divinely grea: 
In arts, and arms, in wiſdom, and in ftate. 
Her early monarchs gave fuch glories birth, 
Their ruins ave the wonders of the earth. 
Structures ſo waft by theſe great kings defign'd, 
Are but faint fketches of their baundleſs mind : 
Vet ne'er has Albion's Scene, tho? long renown'd, 
IWith the ſtern tyrants of the Nile been crown'd. 
The tragic muſe in grandeur ſheu'd excel, 
Her figure blazes, and her numbers ſell. 
The proudeſt monarch of the proudeſt age, 
From Egypt comes to tread the Britiſh flage : 
Old Homer's heroes, moderns are to thoſe 
Whom this night's venerable ſcenes di/cloſe. 
Here pomp and ſplendor ſerve but to prepare; 
To touch the ſou! is our peculiar care; 


BY 
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By juft diſtreſi ſoft pity to impart, 
And mend your nature, while we move your heart; 
Mer won d theſe ſcenes in empty words abound, 
Or overlay the ſentiment with ſound. 
When paſſion rages, eloquence is mean; 
Geſtures and looks beſt ſpeak the moving ſcene. 
Ye ſhining Fair ! when tender woes invite 
To pleaſing anguiſh and ſevere delight, 
By your affliction you compute your gain, 
An riſe in pleaſure as you riſe in pain. 
If then juſt el jechs of concern are ſbown, 
And your hearts heave with ſorrows not your own, 
Let not the gen'rous impulſe be withſlood, 
Strive not with nature ; bluſh not to be g 
Sighs only from a noble temper viſe, 
And tis your virtue ſwells into your Fyes. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

| Buzanrg, King of Egype, 

Mrzon, the Prince, 

Nicaxon, Father of — 

Maunnon, 

RaurszEs, F 

Syrnoces, ( my 
Pn, 


AvuLzTEs, 2 Courtier, 


WOMEN. 
Mrxts, Queen of Egype, 


Manpant 


SCENE, a Temple at MEMPHIS, in Old Egypr. 


BUSIRIS. 


ACTI SCENE I. 
SCENE, 4 Temple in Memphis. 


— — — 


Enter Put xoN and SYPnoces. 


SYPHOCES. 


—— and immortal deeds, 
Enlarge Meet 2 — 
- da. too cold in Egypt's prai 
1 and the boaſt of times, 
Mother of ſcience, and the houſe of Gods ! 
Scarce can I open wide my lab'ring mind 
To town. 
With arts and arms, ſo boundlefs in their fame. - 

Pher. Thrice happy land ! did not her dreadful king,- 
Lyn whom the world reveres, 


eyes ignation and deſpair, 
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With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his brow, 
to heav'n in diamonds, and gold. 
Pher. Nor lefs the tyrant's cruelty than pride ; | 
His horrid altars ſtream with blood 
And piety is murder in his hands. 
great ſbout. 


Fypb. —— . 


7 


And broke the clouds, and clear'd the face of day ; (fand, 


The king, who from his temple's airy height, 
With heart dilated, that great work ſurveys, 
Which ſhall proclaim what can be done by man, 
Has ftruck his purple ſtreamer, and deſcends. 
Pber. Twice ten long years have ſeen that haughty 
Which nations with united toil advance, . 
Gain on the ſkies, and labour up to heaven. 


Syph. . or Glgpen. 


Enter Busras, attended. 


Buſ. This antient city, Memphis the renown'd, 
Almoſt coæval with the Sun himſelf, 
And boaſting ſtrength ſcarce ſooner to decay, 
How wanton fits ſhe amid nature s ſmiles ; | 
Nor from her higheſt turret has to view, 
But golden landſcapes and luxuriant ſcenes ; 
A waſte of wealth, the ſtorehouſe of the world! 
Here, fruitſul vales, far ſt ing, fly the ſight ; 
There, fails unnumber d whiten all the ſtream 3 
While from the banks full twenty thouſand cities 
Survey their pride, and ſee their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break —_ the ſhore : 
To crown the whole, this riting pyramid 

[Shews the plan. 

Lengthens in air, and ends among the ſtars; _ 
While every other object ſhrinks beneath 
Its mighty ſhade, and leſſens to the view, 
As kings compar'd with me. 


Enter AulE TES. He falls proſtrate. 


Au!. O live for ever, Bufris, fult of men! 
Buſ. uletes, rife. 
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Aul. Ambaſſadors from various climes arrive, 
To view your wonders, and to greet your fame ; 
Each loaden with the gifts his country yields, 
Of which the meaneſt riſe to gold and pearl: 
The tich Arabian fills his ample vaſe 
Wich facred incenſe; Ethiopia ſends 
A thouſand courſers fleeter than the wind; 
And their black riders darken all the plain : 
Camels and elephants from other realms, 
Bending beneath the weight of luxury, 
Bring the beſt ſeaſons of their various years, 
And leave their monarchs poor. 
Buſ. What from the Perfean ? 
Aul. He bends before your throne, and far outweighs 
The reſt in tribute, and outſhines in ſtate. 
Buſ. Away ; n . 
A ſpy my greatneſs, and no friend : 
Take be Ambaitador, and ſhew him Egypt ; 
In Memphis ſhew him various nations met, 
As in a fea, yet not conſin'd in ſpace, 
But ſtreaming freely thro? the ſpacious ſtreets, 
Which fend forth millions at each brazen gate, 
Whene'er the trumpet calls ; high over-head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along, 
And leave in air a thunder of my own : 
too has pour d the Nile into my hand, 
prince 


rivers, ocean's eldeſt fon : 
Rich of myſelf, I make the fruitful year, 


8 Nor aſk precarious plenty from the ſæy 


Throw all my glories to his view, 

Then tell bim in * trifles offer d, 

I give him this ; and when a Perfian arm 
| | [Gives him a how. 

Can thus with vigour its reluctance bend, | 

And to the nerve its ſtubborn force ſubdue ; 
Then let his maſter think of arms—but bring 

More men than yet cer pour'd into the field; 

Mean time, thank heav'n, our tide of conqueſt drives 

A different way, and leaves him ſtill a king: | 
This to the Perfian.——] receive the reſt, | 
And give the world an anſwer. [Exit Buſiris. 
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Mandane, tended fs and ber virgo; . & | 
An hymn to Isis is ſung. The prieſts go out. 
Mandane, attended by her maids, advances. 


Where darkneſs dwells, and gi ĩef would ſigh ſecure 
In welcome horrors, and beloved night ? 
Thy beauties drive thy friendly ſhades before them, 
And light up day een here. Retire, my love; 
Each joyſul moment I wou'd ſhare with thee, 
My virtuous maid, but I wou'd mourn alone. 
' Man. What have you found in me ſo mean, to hope 
That while you figh, my ſoul can be at peace? 
Your ſorrows flow from your Man lane s eyes. 

Mem. O my Mandane ! | | 


Man: 
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My father—— Think, Mandane, on your own, 

And pardon me ! [ Weeps. 

The tyrant took me, then of tender years, 4 

N 14 

vainl 

To Manas ir 1 +, + ———_ his crime, 

And reconcile me to my father's fate ; 
been forc'd to ſtay my vengeance, 


Enter Pheron, at a diſtance. 


r. 59 cloſe! fo loving '—Here 1 kad unſeen, 
But thou, my fair; ; 


— Wh 
Mem. Ah! why wilt thew inſult me? 
Man. Menno 


_=_ 2 
. _— 

fie ul my ſpirits, and I faint : 

—— — eres 


* e - 
Pheron, 1 is daily t with me, 
2 be refus'd. 


Since laſt I faw thee, his licentious paſſion 
Has haunted all my dream 
This day the court ſhines forth in all its luſtre, 


To 
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wo hw — 1 1 — 
Another's arms for ever! ated > 
Heart-piercing ſight !—but rage take its turn— 

It ſhall be ſo—and let the crime be his | 


O bliſs too 1 
— pre! Opel 


| — day 

Firſt gave me birth, and (which is ſtrange to tell) 
The fates cer fince, as watching i 
Have caught it 2s it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With ſome great ; extremes of good or ill. 

Mem. Why uld we bode misfortune to our loves ? 
No; II - bps 
raviſh'd from me ; 
return in thee. 


* 
Soon as nights favourable ſhades deſcend, 
The holy ie fall join our hands for ever, 
And life "ſtall bridal-day. 
Till then, in | thy grief, 
Or ftrike the have, « or ele — © oy 


„ a. — R nd 7 r RR 


[They embrace. 
ſummons 
Mem 


To meet you here this morning ? 
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hour, | 
d a ruſſian s feet. 
it to a flame. 


returning, 


rage, and blows 
Where are our friends ? 
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is execrable day, i 
duſt, and 
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Smok d in the 
This 


At hand. Name ſes, 
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The ſoftneſs of his bed ; and thinks Amelia 
A miſtreſs worthy of a monarch's arms. 


Syph. But fee, Rameſes comes; a fullen 
Scowls on his brow, and marks hin thro' the dun 


Enter Raus Es, PREROx, and other es 


Mem. To what, my friend, ſhall Memnon bid you 
Welcome? 

To tombs, and nielancholy ſcenes of death ? 

I have no coſtly banquets, ſuch as ſpread 

Prince Myron's table, when your brother fell. [To Ram. 


Foyt ef. Hor apartinent, 
thee, Sypbeces. 
qd fog Bo 


| Mori k 
d af that i nor mark with lod. 
Ram. And — ihe barnng Kea? © 
Felt him as the raw wound 


ow. Oh ! 
Syph. rr ys 
Ram. My boſom 
With tender ple 
Wit enter pogrot' and ſhall my wife, 
The mother of my little innocents, 
Be taken from us! Torn from me, from mine, 
Who live but on her fight! And ſhall I hear 
Her cries for ſuccour, and not ruſh upon him? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me, 
And ſtruggles he wal his little arms to fave her. 


nose peer 


» ; 
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Theſe veins have ſtill ſome gen'rous blood in ftore, 
The dregs of thoſe rich ſtreams his wars have drain'd ; 
Tl giv't in dowry with her. 
Bher. Well reſolv'd: 


3 are ow, 


— tombs; 
Who never brook'd a tyrant in this land. 
Let us not act th the grand aſſembly! 


The flighted altars tremble, and theſe tombs 


Send forth a peal of g to urge us on. 
Come then, . monument, 
And call his ſhade to witneſs to your vows. 


Nor 
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Nor his alone. O all ye mighty dead! 
Illuftrious ſhades ! > ſtalk around 
The tyrant's couch, and 

Whether you converſe with Gods, 


his guilty ſoul; 
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ACT UH SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Palace. 
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7 throne and ers 


Enter Syphoces and Rameſes. Shouts at a diſtance. 
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will he ſwell out this conqueſt, 
| puff his little tales ! A 
Enter Kin, and aſcends the throne ; on the other fide, 
Enter Myron and Nicanos. 


1 thee for th increaſe of my 


8 
The trembling earth, plung d amidſt the foe ; 
And now a thouſand deaths fog boy 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; : 
Through the throng'd legions, like a tempeſt, ruſh'd 
This friend, o'er gaſping heroes, rolling ſteeds, 
And ſnatch'd me from my fate. | 
Buſ. | thank thee, general; 

Thou haſt a heart that ſwells with loyalty, 
And throws off the infection of theſe times; 
But thy degenerate boy—— | 3 

ic. 


* 


ing. Welcome, my ſon; great partner of my fame ; 
dominions, 


—_— —_— — . 
4 
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Oo my I 
but one more, one ſmall one, to your favour, 
my ſoul's at peace—T have a daughter, 


ter nod an 
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My life's poor remnant out in your command ; 
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Gives me a tranſport not to be expreſs'd ; 
And with one moment over-pays a year 
Of er, toil, and deata, and abience from thee. 
Mand. My lord, I ſought my father. 
Leave 8 not; 
P've much to ſay ; much more than you conceive ; 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter: 
My breath is ſnatch'd ; I tremble; | expire. [4fide. 
Nay, here Fl! offer tender violence—{Takes her hand. 
May I not breathe my ſoul upon this hand ? 
When your eyes triumph, and infult my pain, 
Permit me here to take a fmall | revenge. 
Mead, By lord, I am not conſcious 149 
Myr. ale know the language . 
They uſe me ill—See my heart beat, Mandane ; — 
Believe not me, but tell "yourſelf my paſſion—— 
Is it in art to counterfeit within 
To drive the ſpirits, and inflame the blood ? 
Each nerve is pierc d with light ning from your eye, 
And every pulſe is in the throbs of love. 
Mand. My lord, my duty calls; I muſt not ſlay. 
Myr. Give me a moment : I have that to 
Will burſt me, if ſuppreſt—O heavenly maid ! 
Thy charms are doubled, — ſo is thy difdain— 
Who is it; tell me, who enjoys thy ſmile ? 


There is a happy man, I ſwear there is ; 


I know it by your coldneſs to your friend— 
That thought has fix'd a ſcorpion on my heart, 
That — to death And is it poſſible 
You ever ſpoke of Myron in his abſence, 
Or caſt at leifure a light thought that way? 

Mand. I thought of you, my lord, and of my father, 
And pray d for your ſucceſs; nor muſt I now 


Neglect to give him joy. 


Myr. Vet ſtay ; you ſhall not go—Ungrateful woman! 
] wou'd not wrong your father: Hut, by heav'n, 
His love is hatred, if compar'd with mine. \ 
J underſtand whence this unkindneſs flows; 
Your heart reſents ſome licence of my youth, 
When love had touch'd my brain. You may —P me 
Becauſe I never ſhall forgive myſelf ; 

B 


But 


26 n 


But that you live, I'd ruſh upon my ſword. 
If you forgive me, I ſhall now approach, 
Not as a lover only, but a wretch 
Redeem'd from baſeneſs to the ways of honour, 
And to my paſſion join my gratitude : 
Each time I kneel before you, I ſhall riſe 
As well a better, as a happier, man, 
Indebted to your virtue, and your love. 
Mand. I muſt not hear you. 
Myr. O torment me not! 
Hear me you muſt, and more—Your father's rele, 
In the late battle, reſcu'd me from death 
And how ſhall I be grateful! Thou'rt a princeſs ;— 
Think not, Man lane, this a ſudden ſtart ; 
A flath of love, that kindles and expires : 
Long have | weigh'd it; fince I parted hence, 
No night has paſs'd, but this has broke my reft, 
And mix'd with ev'ry dream. My fair, | wed thee 
In the matureſt counſel of my foul. 
Mand. O gods! I tremble at the rifing ftorm ; 


Where can this end? 

Myr. And do you then deſpiſe me? 

Mand. My lord, I want the courage to accept 
What far tranſcends my merit, and for ever 
Muſt filently upbraid my little worth. 
yr. Have I forſook — forgone my temper 

Headlong to all the gay delights of youth, 

And fall'n in love with virtue moſt ſevere; 
Turn'd ſuperſtitious, to make thee my friend ? 
Gods! have I ftruggled thro' the pow'rful reaſons 
That ſtrongly combated my fond reſolves ? 
Was wealth o'erlook'd, and glory of no weight ; 
My parent's crown forgot, and my own conqueſts ; 
And all to be refus'd, to ſooth your pride, 
And make my rival ſport ? 


[Afie 


Mand. With patience hear me [ Kneels. 


Nor let my truſt in ous prove my ruin. 
Myr. Diſtraction! Art thou Lye f 
Mand. Oh! ——— 
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Myr. My heart foretold it.— Ah, my foul ! Auletes. 


[ Swwoons. 
Aul. Madam, 'tis prudent in you to withdraw— 
[Exit Mand. 
Myr. I do not live—lI cannot bear the light! 


Where is Mandane © But I would not know. 


She is not mine.—Yet, though not mine in love, 
Revenge, my juſt revenge, may overtake her. 
O how I hate her! Let me know her faults : 


Did the proud maid inſult me in diſtreſs, 


And ſmile to ſee me gaſping? Speak, Auletes, 

Did ſhe not ſigh? Lay Sd pity me, 

Though all her love is now another's right. (you. 
Aul. She ſigh d. and wept ; but I remov'd her from 
Myr. It was well done—Yet I cou'd gaze for ever. 

And did ſhe figh? And did the drop a tear ? 

The tears ſhe ſhed for me are ſurely mine; 

And ſhall another dry them on thoſe cheeks, 

And make them an excuſe for greater fondneſs ? 


Shall I aſſiſt the villain in his joys? 


No; I = her from him 
Fd ge her beauties to the that gave them. 
©: fy lord, have temper. — 1 
Myr. And another's 
Warm on that lip! another's burning arms 
Strain d round the lovely waiſt for which I die, 
And ſhe conſenting, wooing, growing to him! 
What golden ſcenes, when abient, did I feign ! 
What lovely pictures did I draw in air! 
What luxury of thought! And fee my fate! 
Shall then my flave enjoy her ; and I languiſh 
In my triumphal car, my foot on purple, 
And o'er my a canopy of gold, 
Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train! 
What if I ſtab him? No—She will not wed 
His murderer—l never form'd a wiſh, 
But full fruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I leſſen'd by my late ſuccets ? 
And have I lott my conqueſt ? Fly, Auletes, 
And tell her— 
Aul. What, my lord ? | 
; | B 2 Myr. 
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Myr. No, bid her 

Aul. \ : | 

Myr. I know not what—My heart is torn aſunder 
Aul. Retire, my lord, and recompoſe yourſelf : 
The queen approaches Ha! her boſom ſwells ; 
[Exit Myron. 
Her pale lip trembles ; a diſorder d haſte 
Is in her ſteps ; her eyes ſhoot gloomy fires 
When Myris is in anger, ha 
She calls her friends. 


Enter Qu EEX. 


Aueen. Auletes, where's the king ? 

Aul. At council, madam. 

Queen. Let him know I want him. 
| [Exit Aul 

Baſe ! to forget to whom he owes a crown ! 

Fool ! to provoke her rage whoſe hand is red 

In her own brother's blood ! 


Enter Ki N G and Putzov. 


King. Horrid conſpiracy ! 
Pher. This night was deſtin d for the bloody deed. 
King. Mi:taken villains ! if they wiſh my death, 
They ſhould in prudence lay their weapons by : 
So jealous are the gods of Egypt's glory, 
cannot die whilſt flaves are arm'd againſt me. 
Haſte, Pheron, to the dungeon ; plunge them down 
Far from the hopes of day ; there let them lie 
Baniſh'd this world while yet alive, and groan 
In darknefs, and in horror—Let double chains 
Conſume the fleſh of Memnon's loaded limbs, 
Till death ſhall knock them off —A king's thy friend : 
Nay, more ; u ſiris.— Go ; let that ſu 


Queen. My lord, your thought's engag 
King. Affairs of ſtate 

Detain'd me from my queen. 
Queen. The world may wait: 


Tve a requeſt, my lord. 


King. 


2 


» 
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King. Oblige me with it. 
Queen. Will you comply? 
Ming. My queen, wy pow'r is yours. 
Queen. Your — 
King. My quee 
Quee n. Indeed, ie ſhould be fo— 
Then fign theſe orders for Amelia's death. 


He ſtarts, turns pale, he's ſinking into earth. 


Enough ; be gone, and fling thee at her feet; 

Doat on my flave, and fue to her for mercy. 

Go ; pour forth all the folly of thy ſoul ; 

But bear in mind, thou giv'ſt not of thy own : 

Thou gix'ſt that kindneſs, which I bought with blood, 


Nor ſhall I loſe "wy uee 

King. | wiſh, my 
This ill had flep _ ecrt for — 
But ſince thy reftieſs jealouf 
Has been fo rn of 0 — quiet 
Support it as you may ve elt 


Amelia s charms, and . love. 
Jueen. Ir O in- 
Forgetful man ! tis I then owe a crown ! (ful ! 
Thou hadft ſtill grovell'd in the lower world, 
And view'd a throne at diſtance, had not ! 
Told thee thou waſt a man, and (dreadful thought!) 
Thro' my own brother cut thy way to empire: 
But thou might C well for a crown beſtow'd ; 
That gift was ſmall: I liſten'd to thy ſighs, 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 
King. I thank you for it: 
The gts you made me wane nes caſt wang : 
I underſtand their worth : Huſband and King 
Are names of no mean import ; they riſe —_ 
Into dominion, and are big with pow'r 


Whate'er | was, I now am king of Egypt, 


And Myris' rs lord. | 
Deen. | dream: Art thou Buftris ? 
Buer is, that has trembled at my feet ? 


And art thou now my love, with clouded brow 


Diſpenſing fate, and looking down on Myris? 
Doft thou derive thy ſpirit from thy crimes ? 
B 3 "Cauſe 
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Cauſe thou haſt wrong'd me, therefore doit thou 

And roll thine eye in anger? Rather bend, [ threaten, 

And fue for pardon !—O deteſtable 

' Buin or a ſtranger's bed! 
ing. And what was mine, 

When Myris firſt vouchſaf d to ſmile on me? 

' Queen. Diſtrac ion! death ! upbraided for my 
Thou art not only criminal, but baſe: {love !— 
Mine was a god-like guilt : Ambition in it; 

Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds; 

Fo know, I hated when I moſt carefs'd : 

Tas not Buſfris, but the crown, that charm'd me, 
| Aid ſent its ſparkling glories to my heart: 

But thou canſt foil thy diadem with faves. 

King. Syphoces is a king then. 

Queen. Ha! | | 

King. Let fair Amelia know the king attends _ 

Queen. Go, tyrant, go, and, wiſely, by thy ſhame 
Prepare thy way to ruin: Fl o'ertake thee, 

Living or dead; if dead, my ghoſt ſhall riſe, 

Shriek in thy ears, and ftalk before thine eyes : 

In death, Fll triumph o'er my rival's charms, 

And chill thy blood, when claſp'd within her arms; 

Alone to ſuffer is beneath the Great; 

Tyrant, thy torment ſhall ſupport my State. ¶ Exit. 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 
SCENE, The General's Houſe. 


Enter the KING. 


King. I ERE dwells my ſtubborn fair: II ſooth her 


pride, 
And lay an humbled monarch at her feet: 5 
, 


1 
| 
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But let her well conſider; if ſhe's flow 
To welcome bliſs, and dead to glory's charms, 
Then my reſentment riſes in proportion 
To this high grace extended to my flave, 
And turns the force of her own charms againſt her: 
Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny'd. 


[Enter the Quuun weil'd. 


Amelia, and aſide 
That 2 ! Myr ! 
Queen. Myris ! 


A name that ſhould like thunder ftrike thine ear, 


The number of thy flaves, in hope to break | 
Thy reſolution, and avert thy crime; 


But to denounce, if thou ſhalt dare 


The due to injur'd heav'n and me: 
er r 
Think, vengeance, tis joy 
Which thou haſt left me: I'm no more thy wiſe, 
Nor queen; — © GENES WK 


Enter AULETEs. 


Aul. May all the gods watch o eryour life and empire, 
And render omens vain! So fierce the ſtorm, 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations ſhakes, 
And fuch unheard-of prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldeſt tremble : See the moon 
Robb'd of her light, diſcolour'd, without form, 
Appears a bloody fign, hung out by Jude, 

To fpeak peace broken with the ſons of men; 
o Nile, as frighted, ſhrinks within its banks; 
as this hour I paſs d great fs teiuple, 
aden flood of li, ht ning ruſh d upon it, 

i@ laid the ſhrine in aſks. 


B 4 King. 
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King. O, mighty I{; ! 
Why all theſe figns in ? Why this tumult 
To tell me I am guilty? If my crown 
The fates demand, why, let them take it back: 
My crown, indeed, I may refign ; but O! 
* — Lud awake the dead ? 
"Fis theſe ſpectres ſhock my midni t thoughts, 
And nature's laws are broke to — me; 
Tis I that whirl theſe hurricanes in air, 
And ſhake the earth's foundations with my guilt. 
O Myris] give me back my innocence. 
Queen. | bought it with an empire. 
King. Cheaply fold! d! 
Why did thou urge my lifted arm to ſtrike 
The pious king, when my own heart recoil'd ? 
NQue:n. Why did you yield when urg'd, and by a 
woman; | | 
You that are vain of your ſuperior reaſon, 
And ſwell with the prerogative of man? 
If you ſucceed, our counſel is of nought ; | } 
You own it, not accepted, tho' enjoy d; 
But fteal the glory, and deny the favour: 
Yet if a fatal conſequence attend, | 
Then we' te the authors; then your treach'rous praiſe 


Allows us ſenſe to be condemn'd. f 
King. Tis prudent to diſſemble with her fury, | 
And wait a fofter ſeaſon for my love [ Afede. . 


Bid [4s priefts attend their king's devotions; | 
run footh with facrifice the angry rs; | 
Swift to my dungeons, bid their darkſome wombs | 
Give up the numerous captives of my wars ; | 
Ten thouſand lives to heav'n devoutly pour; 
Nor let the ſacred knife grow cool from blood, 
Till ſevenſold Vile, infected with the ſtain, | 
In all his ſtreams flows purple to the main. [ Exit. 
Queen. Thin artifice! I know the facrifice 
You moſt intend—But I will daſh your joys ; 
Thou, victim, and thy goddeſs, both ſhall feel me. 
Au. Madam, the prince. | 
Nueen. And he is ſtill afflicted? 
Aul. It grieves your faithful ſervant to relate it: 
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He ſtruggles manfully; but all in vain: 

Sometimes he calls in muſic to his aid: 

He ftrives with martial ſtrains to fire his blood, 

And rouze his ſoul to battle- 

Then he relapſes into love again, 

Feeds the diſeaſe, and doats upon his ruin. 
Queen. Why ſeeks he here the cauſe of all his ſorrow ? 
Aul He ſeeks not here Mandane, but her father; 

For friendſhip is the balm of all our cares, 

Melts in the wound, and ſoftens every fate. 

Martial muſic. 


Enter Nlyrox, at a 122 


Queen. Heav'ns ! what a ghuoy blazes from his eve ! 
What force, what majeſty, in ev Ty motion, 
As at each ſtep he trod upon a toe! | | 
O that this ardour wou'd tor ever laſt! 
It ſhall ; nor will I curſe my being more; 
Chain'd kings, and conquer'd kingdoms, are before me; 
Fil bend the bow, and launch the whiſtling ſpear, 
Bound o'er the mountains, plunge into the ftream, 
Where thickeſt faulchions gleam, and helmets blaze. 
Pil number my own heart among my foes, 
And conquer it, or die. | [ Exzt. 
Jueen. The thoughts of war | 
Will ſoon diſlodge the fair one from his breait— 
But this has broken in on my intent 
| wou'd remind thee of my late communis. - 
Aul. Madam, 'tis neediefs to remain your flave— 
At dead of night I ſet the pris'ners free. 
Queen. Yes, ſet the pris'ners fice—'tis great revenge; 
Such as my ſoul pants after—Tr becomes me. 
O it will gall the tyrant! ſtab bim home; 
And if one ſpark of gratitude iurvives, 
Soften & 'yphoces to my fond defire : 
The tyrant's torment is my only joy ; 
Ye gods ! or let me periſh, or deitroy ; 
Or rather both; for what has life to boaſt 
When vice is taſteleſs grown, and virtue loſt ? 


B 5 _ Glory 
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Glory and wealth I call upon in vain, | 
Nor wealth, nor glory, can appeaſe my pain ; 
My every joy upbraids me with my guilt, 
And triumphs tell me facred blood is tpilt. [Exit Qu. 


Enter Myxon. 


Myr. The ſhining images of war are fled, 
The fainting trumpets languith in mine ear, 
The banners furPd, and all the ſprightly blaze 
Of burniſh'd armour, like the ſetting ſun, 
Inſenſibly is vaniſh'd from my thought: 

No battle, fiege, or ſtorm, ſuſtain my ſoul 
In wonted grandeur, and fill out my breaſt : 
But ſoftneſs ſteals upon me, melting down 
My rugged heart in languiſhments and fighs, 
And pours it out at my Mandane's feet 
I fee een this moment ſtand before me, 
Too fair for fight, and fatal to behold : 

I have her here; I claſp her in my arms; 

And in the madneſs of exceſſive love, 

Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tenderneſs. 


Aul. My lord, too much you cheriſh this deluſion : 


She is another's. 

Myr. Do not tell me fo: 
Say rather ſhe is dead : Each heav'nly charm 
Turn'd into horror! O the pain of pains 
Is when the fair one, whom our is fond of, 
Gives tranſport, and receives it from another ! 
How does my ſoul burn up with ftrong defire ; 
Now fhrink into itſelf! Now blaze again! 
tear and rend the ſtrings that tye me to her: 
If I Ray longer here, I am undone. 


As he is going, Enter Nicaxos. 


Nic. My prince, and, fince ſuch honours you vouch- 
My friend! l have prefum'd upon your favour ; (fafe, 


This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night 
I dedicate to joys, which ever languiſh, 
If you refuſe io crown them with your preſence. 


Mr. 
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Myr. Nicanor, | was warm on other thoughts 
ic. I am ſtill near you in the day of danger, 
In toilſome marches, and the bloody held, 
When nations againſt nations claſh in arms, 
And half a people in one groan expire ; 
Why am I, with your helmet, thrown aſide, 
Caſt off, and uſeleſs, in the hour of peace ? 

Myr. Since then you preſs it, I muit be your gueſt— 
Methinks I + wank as I onwaid move, [Aids. 
As under check of ſome controuling power 
What can this mean? Wine may relieve my thoughts, 
And mirth and converſe lift my foul again. [Exeunt. 


The back Scene draws, and ſhews a Banquet. 
Enter Max DAN E, richly dreſs'd. 

Mand. It was this day that gave me life ; this day 
Shou'd give much more, thou'd give me Memnon too: 
But I am rivaF'd by his chains; they claſp 
The hero round (a cold, unkind, embrace !) ; 

And but an earnett of far worſe to come: 

While he, my ſoul, in dungeon-darknefs clos'd, 

Breathes damp unwhole ſonie ſteams, and lives on poi- 

I am compell'd to ſuffer ornaments, | [ſon, 

To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems ; 

To put on all the ſhining guilt of dreſs, 

When tis almoſt a crime that I Gill live: 

Theſe eyes, which can't difſemble, pouring forth 
The dreadful truth, are honeſt to my heart: 

Theſe robes, O Memnon ! are Mandane's chains, 

And load, and gall, and wring, her bleeding heart. 


[Exit Mandane. 
Enter Myron, Nicaxor, AULETES, c. They take 
their places. 
Nic. Sound louder, found, and waft my wa 0p 


heav'n, 
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray'r ; 
For ever ſhine propitious on my daughter: 
Protect her, proſper her; and when I'm dead, 
Still bleſs me in Mandane's happineſs! 
[The bywl gies round. Muſic. 
Haſte, 
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Haſte, call my daughter; none can taſte of joy 

Till the, the Midre of the feaſt, is with us. 
A jervant brings Nicaxok a letter : He reads ir. 

The king's commands at any hour are welcome. 
Myr. Not leave us, general ? | 
Nic. Ha! the king here writes me, 

The diſcontented populace, that held, 

O'er midnight bowls, their deſperate cabals, 

Are now in bold defiance to his power: 

Amid the terrors of this ſtormy night, 

Ev'n now they deluge all yon weſtern vale, 

FS | 

2822 poiſon too has caught his troops, 

— foldiers ftand in arms 

Wr with Pr: An Citizens. 


Myr. Your call is great. 
Enter Mandane. Myron farts from bis ſeat in diſorder. 


Mand. O Memnon ! how ſhall I become a banquet, 
Suppr. fs my ſorrow, and comply with joy? 
Se vereſt fate! Am I deny'd to 
Nic. Be comforted, my child: PlI foon return. 
Why doit thou make me bluſh ? I feel my tears 
Run tricklinz down my cheeks. 


Myr. | mutt away : 
Her ſmiles were dreadful, but her tears are death. 


I can no more : I fink beneath her charms, 
And feel a deadly ſickneſs at my heart. 


Nic. Your cheek is pale: I dare not let you part: 
You are not well 
Myr. A ſmall indiſpoſition: 
I ſoon * throw it from me — Farewell, general 3 
Conqueſt attend your arms. 
Nic. You ſhall not leave 
Your feriant's roof; tis an —, 
And my apartment wants a gueſt. 
Mr. Micanor, 
If health returns, I ſhall not preſs my couch, 


And 


grieve ? [Aide 


[ 4fede to Auletes. 


li a 
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And hear of diſtant conqueſts ; but o'ertake thee ; 
And add new terror to the front of war. | 
Nic. Mean time, you are a guardian to my child: 
Let her not miſs a father in my abſence: 
She's all my ſoul holds dear. 
Bath. Farewel. Farewel. [ Embrace. 


Nicaxor waits on Myxon off the flage, and returns. 


Nic. My child, I feel a tenderneſs at heart 
I never felt before ; Come near, Mundane ; 
Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the father 
Thy dying mother with her clay-cold hand 
Preſs'd mine; then, turning on thee her faint eye, 
Let fall a tear of fondneſs, and expir d 
I cannot love thee well enough ; her grace | 
Softens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 
Let me embrace bath—My heart o'erflows— 
If I ſhould fall— Thy mother's monument 
But I ſhall kill thy tenderneſs No more: 
Nay, do not weep ; I ſhall return again, 
And with my deareſt child fit down in peace, 
And long enjoy her goodneſs. TT 
Mand. If the gods | | 
Regard daughter's fervent vows, you will. 
Mic. Farewel, my only care; my ſoul is with thee ; 
Regard your/e!f, and you remember me. (Exit. 


Enter Myvxown and AULETEsS. 


Myr. No place can give me eaſe; my reſtleſs thought, 
Like working billows in a | ſea, 
Toſſes me to and fro; nor know I whither. 
What am I, who, or where ?—Ha ! where indeed! 
But let me pauſe, and aſk myſelf again, 
If I am well awake——Impetuous bliſs ! | 
My heart leaps up; my mounting ſpirits blaze; 
My foul is in a tempeſt of delight ! 
Aul. My lord, you tremble, and your eyes betray 
Strange tumults in your breaſt. 

Myr. What hour of night ? 
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Aul. My lord, the night's far ſpent. 

Myr. The gates are barr'd, 
And all the houſhold is compos'd to reſt ? 

Aul. All: And the great Nicanar's own apartment, 
Proud to receive a royal gueſt, expects you. 

Myr. Perdition on thy foul for naming him 
Nicanor ! OI never ſhall fleep more 
Defend me! Whither wander'd my bold thoughts ! 
| Broke looſe from reaſon, how did they run mad! 
And now they are come home all arm'd with ftings, 
And pierce my bleeding heart— 
I beg the gods to ditappoint my crime; 
Yet almoſt wiſh them deat to my defire: 
I long, repent ; repent, and long again; 

every moment differs from the laſt. 

I muſt no longer parley with deſtruction : 
Auletes, ſeine me; force me to my chamber; 
There chain me down, and guard me from myſelf: 
Hell riſes in each thought; tis time to fly. [Exeun:.. 


Enter Max DAN E and Rawtsts. 


Ram. I hope your fears have giv'n a falſe alarm. 
Mand. Lou ve heard my frequent viſions of the night; 
You know my father's ablence, Myron's pattion : 
Juſt now I met him; at my ſight he ſtarted ; 
Then with fuch ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me, 
And gaz'd with fuch malignity of love, 
Sending his foul out to me, in a look 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retired. 
Ram. No more; my friends (which, as Il have in- 
form'd you, | 
The queen to gall the tyrant has ſet free) 
Are lodg'd within your call; th' appointed ſignal, 
If danger threatens, brings them to your reſcue. 
Mand. Where are they? | 
Ram. In the hall beneath your chamber : 
Memnon alone is wanting; he's providing 
For your eſcape before the morning dawn : 
The reſt in vizors, fearing to be known, 
Have ventur'd thro' the ſtteets for your * f 
and. 
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Mand. Auſpicious turn! then I again am happy. + 

Ram. Auſpicious turn indeed! and what compleats 
The happineſs, the baſe man that betray'd us | 
This arm laid low: I watch d him from the king; 
I took him warm, while he, with lifted brow, | 
Conſeſs d high thought, and triumph'd in his mien: 
I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. 
"Tis late; refreſh yourſelt with ſleep, Mandane. 

[Exit Mandane. 

So, tis refolv'd, if Myren dares attempt 
So black a crime, it juſtifies the blow : 
He dies; and my poor brother's ghoſt ſhall ſmile. 
This way he bends his ſteps: I hate his fight; 
And ſhall till death has made it lovely to me. [ Exit. 


Enter Myrxox and AULETES. 


Myr. O how this paſſion, like a whirlpool, drives me, 
With giddy, rapid motion, round and round, 
] know not where, and draws in all my ſoul! 
I reaſon much; but reaſon about her, 
And where ſhe is, all rea ſon dies before her; 
And arguments but tell me I am conquer d. 
So black the night, as if no ſtar e er ſhone 
In all the wide expanſe ; the light'ning's flaſh 
But ſhews the darkneſs ; and the burtting clouds 
With peals of thunder ſeem to rock the land: 
Not beaſts of prey dare now from ſhelter roam, 
But howl in dens, and make the foreſt groan. 
What then am 1? A monſter, yet more fell, 
Than haunts the wilds ?—l am, and threaten more : 
My breaſt is darker than this dreadful night, 
And feels a fiercer tempeſt rage within. 
I muſt—1 will—This leads me to her chamber 
Did not the raven croak ? Starting. 
Aul. I hear her not. 
Myr. By heav'n, methinks earth tremblesunder me.— 
Awake, ye furies, you are wanting to me; 
O finiſh me in ill ; O take me whole ; 
Or gods confirm me good, without allay, 
Not leave me thus at variance with myſelf; 


Loet 
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Let me not thus be daſh'd from fide to fide— 
The old man wept at parting, kneel'd before me, 
Confided in me, gave her to my care, 

Nor long fince fav'd my life—And doubt I ſtill? 
Pm guilty of the fact; here let me lie, 

And rather groan for ever in the duſt, 


And float the marble pavement with my tears, 
Than 11ife into a moniker. [Flings binſelf down. 


MAN DANE, paſſing at a diftance, ſpeaks te a ſervant. 


Mand. Well, obſerve me. 

Before the riſing fun my lord arrives, 

To ſeal our vows ; the holy prieſt is with him: 

Watch to receive them at the weſtern gate, 

And privately conduct them to my chamber. [ Exit. 
Myr. (Starting up.] O torment! racks! and flames! 

n ſhe expects him 

With open arms! Am | caſt out for ever; 

For ever muſt de'pair, unleſs | ſnatch 

The preſent moment? She is all prepar'd ; 

Her wiſhes waking, and her heart on fire! 


That powerful thunght tweeps heav'n and hell be- 


fore it, 

And lays all open to the prince of Egypt ; 
Born to enjoy whatever he deſires, 
And fling fear, anguiſh, and remorſe, behind him. 
I fee her midnight drefs, her flowing hair, 
Her flacken'd boſom, her relenting mien, 
All the forbid-iiag forins of day flung off 
For yielding ſoftn-{ —O Pm all confuſion ! 
I ſhiver in each joint ! Ah! ſhe was made 
To juſtify the blac keſt crimes, and gild 
Ruin and death with her deſtructive charms. 

Aul. You'll force her then? 

Myr. Thou villain but to think it. 
No; Il folicit her with all my pow'r ; 
Conqueſt and crowns ſhall ſparkle in her fight : 
If ſhe conſen*?, thy prince is bleſs'd indeed, 
Takes wings, aud tow'rs above mortality; 
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If the reſiſt, I put an end to pain, 
And lay my breathleſs body at her feet. 


ManpDane, paſſing at a diſtance to her chamber. 
Myron meets ber. 


Mand. Is this well done, my lord ? 
Myr. Condemn me not 
yds ws bog Let this poſture tell you, 
m not fo guilty as perha tears, 
Your commendable, modeſt fears, falpeR: 
Nay, do not go; know not what you do; 
vou d receive a favour, not conſtrain it; 
Return, or good Nicanar, beſt of fathers, 
Shall charge you with the murder of his friend. 
Mand. And dare you then pronounce that ſacred 
name, 
And yet perſiſt! Were his mortal foe, 
„ 
Myr. O, fair Mandane ! 
I know my fault ; I know your virtue too ; 
But ſuch the violence of my diſorder, 
Llane vers Any args, Methinks that guilt 
thing lovely which proclaims pow 
— 2 dane, | die with bliſs. 
Why ſwells your eye? By heav'n, Fd rather fee 
All nature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 
I own Pm mad; but I am mad of love: | 
You can't condemn we more, than I myſelf; 
In that weare agreed; Agree in all. 
Condemn, but pity me; refent, but yield; 
For, O, I burn, I rave, I die, with love! 
Mand. O Sir !| ——— 2 
Myr. Nay, do not weep fo ; it will kill me: 
This moment, while I ſpeak, my eyes are darken'd ; 
I cannot ſee thee ; and my trembling limbs | 
Refuſe to bear their weight ; all left of life 
Is that I love: If love was in our pow'r, 
The fault were mine; fince not, you muſt comply. 
How god-like to beftow more heav'nly joys 
Than you can think, and I ſupport, and live! 


Mand 
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Mand. O, how can you abuſe your facred reaſon, 
That particle of heav'n, that foul of Fove, 
To varniſh o'er, and paint, fo black a crime! 
O prince 
Myr. What ſays Mandane ? 
Mand. Sir, obſerve me: 
My burſting ſighs, and ever-ſtreaming tears, 
Your noble nature has with pity ſeen ; 
But would they not work deeper in your ſoul, 
Were you convinc'd my forrows flow for = k 
For you, my lord, they flow; for I am ſafe 
(I know you are furpriz'd) : They flow for you; 
Myron, my father's friend, my prince, my gu 
ron, my guardian god, attempts my peace, 
And need | further reafon for theſe tears ? 
Nature affords no object of concern 
So great, as to behold a gen'rous mind, 
Driv'n by a tudden guft, and daſh'd on guilt— 
"Tis baſe ; you ought not: Tis i cable ; 
You cannot—Make neceſſity your choice ; 
Nor let one moment of defeated guilt, 
Of fruitleſs baſeneſs, overthrow the 
Your whole illuftrious life has dearly bought, 
In toilſome marches, and in fields of blood. 


Enter AULETES, and Servants. 


Aul. My lord, your life's beſet ; the room beneath 
Is throng d with ruffians, which but wait the ſignal, 
To ruſh and ſheath their daggers in heart. 
Myr. Betray'd! Curſt ſorcereſs; it was a plot, 
Concerted by them all, to take my life, 
And this the bait to tempt me to the toil. 
She dies 
Aul. No; firſt enjoy 


„then murder her 


Truſt to my conduct, and you ſtill are ſafe. 
They all are maſk'd: I have my vizor too; 
But time 1s ſhort; for once confide in me. 
You, Sir, for ſafety, fly to your apartment; 
[To the prince. 
You bear Mandane to her cloſet—You [To Jaan. 


_ — 
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Speed to the Southern gate, and burſt it open. 
172 the ſervants te 3 ſhe gives the fognal. 
She is borne off. 


Enter RaMRSES and conſpirators, 4 


Som. The villain fled ? Perdition intercept him! 
Diſperſe ; fly ſeveral ways ; let each _ a bear 


As they paſs the flage i in 2 AULETES enters 
maſk'd among them. 
Aul. Ha! Why halt you ! 


Purſue, purſue ; Sen now I fave the monſter, 
The villain Myron, with theſe eyes I ſaw him, 


\ Bearing his prize fwift to the Weſtern gate : 


there, it burſt. [4 noſe without. 


Their ſwords are pointed at my life ! 'Tis well! 


But I will give them an excuſe for murder; | 
Such, ſuch, a cauſe—OF, love, and ſoft compaſſion ; 
Harden each finew of my heart to ſteel : 

Pl do, what done will ſhock myſelf, and thoſe 
Whom time ſers fartheſt from this dreadful hour. 


Enter Manpane, fore'd in by AULETES. 


Mand. By all the pow'rs that can revenge a falſhood, 
Pm i innocent from any thoughts of blood. 


Myr. 
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Myr. br ou tatncend Tia 


Mand. Ah! let my life ſuffice you for the wrong 

You charge upon me ! O my royal maſter ! 

My ſafety from all ill! my great defender! 

Or did my father but inſult my tears, 

And give me to your care to ſuffer wrong ; 

Kill me, but not your friend, dut not my father ; 

He loves us both, and my ſevere diſtreſs 

Will ſcarce more deeply wound him than your 

[Myron 23 paſſtonately at a =. 

Myr. Slaves, are you fworn againſt me? Stop her 


voice, 
And bear her to my chamber. 
 Mand. O Sir! O Myron! 
= op hay es oboe dg nr 


As if the gods Hears it—be it then 
Their fault, not mine—Memnen ! Said ſhe not Mem- 
My heart began to ſtagger ; but tis over— [non? 
Heav'n blaſt me, if 1 thought it poſſible 
| T could be till more curſt That hated dog, 
Her lord, her life !—l thank her for my cure 
Of all remorſe and pity; this has left me 
Without a check, and thrown the looſen'd reins 


On my wild paſſion to run headlong on, 


Ard 


N 
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Enter Myron in the ut 


ACT NW. SCENE L 


diſerder, bare-beaded, 
without light, &c. Walks difturbedly before he ſpeaks. 


bl > CI II 
2 it hangs upon a precipice, 
deſcent in laſt perdition ends. 
tay bf pon dyed rene 
Which I this evening fram d! But be it fo: 
Conſummate horror ! guilt beyond a name ! 
Dare not, my foul, repent ; in thee 
By hoping mercy.” and thou blaſphem 
hen want r to 
is : 
Eternal darkneſs cloſe the world's wide ſcene, 


And hide me from Nicanor and myſelf! 
Who's there ! 


Enter Auletes. 


Aul. My lord ? 
Myr. Auletes ? 
Aul. Guard your life. | 
F the fervents — 
dart from room to room ; 
Ly ud pond » wayne agent nd og 
wg ym wg glares on ev'ry face ; 


* 
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And cut their paſſage thro' them to the gate; 

Implacable Rame/es leads them on, 

Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood. 
Myr. Why, let them come; let in the raging torrent: 

I with the world would rite in arms againit me ; 

For I muſt die; and I would die in ſtate. 


The doors are burſt open: Servants paſs the flage in tu- 
mult: RAMESsESs, Cc. purſue My xown's guards over the 
Hage; then Ra uESsES and SYPHOCES enter, meeting. 


Ram. Where's the prince ? 

$zph. The monſter ttands at bay: 
We can nv more than thut him from eſcape, 
Till further force arrive. | 

Ram. O my Syphoces “ 

Syph. This is a griet ; but not for words. 
Does the ſtill live? 
Ram. She lives — but O how bleſs'd 
ue they which are no more! By ſtealth I taw her; 
Caſt on the ground in u our ning weeds lhe lies; 
Her torn and looſen d treſſes ſhade her round; 
Thro' which her face, all pale, as ſhe were dead, 
Gleams like a ſickly moon; too great her grief 
For words or tears! but ever and anon, 
After a dreadful, ſtill, infidious, calm, 
Collecting all her breath, long, long, tuppreſs'd, 
She ſobs her foul out in a lengthen d groan, 
So tad, it breaks the heart of all that hear, 
And ſends her maids in agonics away. 

Syph. O tale, too niournful to be thought on! 

Ram. Hold | 
No, let her virgins weep ; forbear, y hegen; 
Fear out an eye, but damp not our revenge; 
Diipatch your letters; III go comfort her. 

A ſervant ſpeaks afide ta Rametes. Exit Syph. 

And has the then commanded none approach her? 
lem forry tor it; but | cannot blame her. 
Such is the dreadlul ill, that it converts 
All offer'd cure into a new diſeaſe ; 
It ſhuns our love, and comtort gives her pain. 


Re- 
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Re-enter SYrHOCES. 


Hy. Your father is return'd ; redundant Nile, 
Broke from its channel, overſwells the paſs, 
And tens him back to wait the waters fall. 

Rar. And is he then return'd ?—T tremble for him. 
I ſee his white head rolling in the duſt: 
But halle ; it is our duty to receive him. [Exit 


Enter MrRxOx. 


Ayr. I feel a a pain of which I am not worthy ; 
A pain, an anguiſh, which the honeſt man 
Alone deferves.—lIs it not wondrous ſtrange, 
'That I, who ftabb'd the very heart of nature, 
Should have furviving ought of man about me? 
And yet, I know not how, of gratitude 
And friendſhip ſtill the {tubborn ſparks ſurvive ; 
And poor Nicanor's torments pierce my foul. 
Contuſion! he's return'd— [Starting. 


Enter Nicaxos. 


Nic. My prince 2 to embrace Myr, 
Myr. My friend 
[Turning *. and hiding his face. 
Nic. I interrupt you, 
Myr. I had thee there: [Smiting his breaff. 
Before thou cam'ft, my thoughts were bent upon thee. 
Nic. O Sir, you are too kind! 
Myr. Death! tortures! hell! [ Aſide. 
Nic. What ſays my prince? 
Myr. A ſudden pain 
To which Pin ſubject, firuck acroſs my heart : 
'Tis paſt ; Fm well agein. 
= Heav'n guard your health ! 
. Doft thou then with it ? 
1. Am I then dittruſted ? 
Then, when I fay'd your life, I did the leaſt 
I Cer wou'd do to ſerve you. 
Myr. 
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Mr. n 
Nic. What have I done, my prince ? which of- 
Has not my life, my foul, been yours? (fended ? 
Oh !—— Oh !— 


Nic. By heav'n, Pm 
myſelf. [Takes him by the hand. 
| Myr. I'm poiſon and deſtruction; curſe thy gods; 
PII kill thee in compaſſian.—O my brain! 
Away, away, away! [Shoves him from him, going. 
Nic. Do, kill me, prince 

You ſhall not go ; I do demand the cauſe, 
Which has put forth thy hand againſt thy father! 
For, thus provok'd, I'll do myſelt the juſtice, 
To tell thee, youth, that I deſerve that name; 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than I. 

Myr. I hear them; they are on me—Looſe thy hold, 
Or I will plant my dagger in thy breaſt. 


Nic. Your dagger's needleſs! O teful boy ! 
Myr. Forgive me, Father! O my foul bleeds for 
thee ! [ Embrace. 
[4s he is going aut, Auletes meets him, and ſpeaks 10 
him afide.] 
What, no eſcape? on ev'ry fide inclos'd ? 
Then I teſolve 10 periſh by his hand; 


Tis juſt I ſhou'd ; and meaner death I ſcorn: 

But how to work him to my fate, to ſting | 

His paſſion up ſo high, will be a taſk. 

To me ſevere ; as difficult as ſtrange. 

Support me, cruel heart; it muſt be done. Ale. 
Nic. Now, from my very foul, I cannot teli—— 

But ' tis enchantment all; ior things ſo ſtrange 

Have happen d,. I might well diſtruſt my ſenſe: 

But, if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 

A heart in anguiſh ; and, I muſt confeſs, 

Your grief is juſt—lt was inhuman in u 

Bur tell the cauſe ; unravel, from the bottom, 

The myſtery that has embroil'd our loves 

For ſtill, my prince, I love, fince you repent) : 

W hat accident depriv'd me of my friend, 

And loft you to yourſelf? 


ty ; 
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| Call, call Mandane 
Wou' d chear me 


Call her 
| Ram, O Sit — 
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Myr. A traitor's fight ! 

Nic. Beneath my roof? 
Myr. Beneath thy very helmet : 

Thou art a traitor. Guard thyſelf. [Draws. 
Nic. DiftraQtion ! 

Traitor !—For I your father's throne ; 

And ſtemming the wild ftream, that roars againſt it, 

Of rebel , and of foreign foes ? 

For training thee to glory and to war ? 

For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 

A mortal child, and kindling in thy foul 

The noble ardors of a future god ? 

Farewell; I dare not truſt my temper more. 
Myr. Grey-headed, venerable, traitor ! 


Ram. Ha! 
Turn, turn, blaſphemer, and repreſs thy taunts ; 
All provocation's needleſs, but thy fight. 

[He afſaults the prince : binders bim. 

Nic. Forbear, my fon. 

Ram. Forbear ? 

Nic. 112982 
var X 


Valk, 155 you Gan me for 5 your - 
ic 
Rams. A villa! 

Nic. Hold! | 

Ram. The worſt of villains! 
Nic. Tis too much. 
Ram. O 
Nic. 
2 


father! 
re 


— 
Nic. 
She bet can comforeme in al 


my ſorrow : 
o behold wy child 
in the of death : 
hos diſobey'd ? 
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Nic. What mean thoſe tranſports of concern ? 
Ram. Though I'm an outcaſt from your love, I weep 
To open your black ſcene of miſery. 
Nic. 3 25 will this end? O my foreboding 
rt! | | 
Nam. Should he, to whom, as to a god, at parting, 
You gave, with ftreaming eyes, your toul's delight, 
While yet your laſt embrace was warm about him, 
Gloomy and dreadful as this ſtormy night, 
Ruſh on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 
All ſweet and lovely as the bluſhing morn, 
Seize her by force, now trembling, breathleſs, pale, 
Proſtrate in anguiſh, tearing up | earth, 
Imploring, ſhrieking, to the gods and you — 
O hold my brain !—Look there, and think the ret. 


The back ſcene opens. A darken'd chamber, a bed, and 
the curtains drawn. Women paſs out, weeping, &C. 
Nicanor falls back on Rameſes. | 


Nic. Is't poſſible !———my child !————ny only 


| ter ! | 

The growth of my own life! that ſweeren'd age 
And pain !—O nature bleeds within me! 

Mand. Weep not, my virgins; ceaſe your uſeleſs tears; 
Kindneſs is thrown away upon deſpair, 
And but provokes the forrow it wou d eaſe. 

Nic. Aſſiſt me forwards. 

Mand. Moſt unwelcome news! 
Is he return'd ? The gods ſupport my father. 
I now begin to wiſh he lov'd me leſs. 
Nic. There, there, ſhe pierc'd the very tend” reſt nerve: 

She pities me, dear babe; ſhe pities me: 
2 all the raging tortures of her ſoul, 
She feels my pain! But hold, my heart, to thank her; 
Then burſt at once, and let the pangs of death 
Put Myron from my thought. [Goes to her. 

Mand. Severeſt fate : | | 
Has done its worſt—T've drawn my father's tears. — 

Nic. Forbear to call me by that tender name ; 
Since I can't help thee, I wou'd fain forget 
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Thou art a part of me It only ſharpens 
Thoſe pangs, which, if a ſtranger, | ſhould feel. 
O ſpare me, my Mandane ! To behold thee 
In ſuch exceſs of forrow, quite deſtroys me, 
And I ſhall die, and leave thee, unreveng'd. 

Mand. Oh, Sir ! there are misfortunes moſt ſevere, 
Which yet can bear the light, and, well ſuſtain'd, 
Adorn the ſufferer —But this afflition 
Has made deſpair a virtue, and demands 
Utter extinction, and eternal night, | 
As height of happineſs. [Scene ſbuts on them. 


Enter Syphoces. 


Ram. Oh my Syphoces. 
Syph. And does this move you? does this melt you down, 
And pour you out in ſorrow ? Then fly far, 
Ere Memnon comes ; he comes with fluſhing cheek, 
And beating heart, to bear a bride away, 
And bleſs his fate: How dreadfully deceiv'd ! 
Ram. The melancholy ſcene at length begins. 


Enter Memnon. 


Mem. Oh, give me leave to yield to nature, 
And indulge my joy 
My friend ! my brother ! O the ecſtaſy 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart ! 
| You love me not, if you refuſe to join 
In all the juſt extravagance and flight | 
Of boundleſs tranſport on this happy hour. 
Where is my foul, my bliſs, my lovely bride ! 
Call, call her forth: O haſte ; the prieſt expects us, 
And ev'ry moment is a — to love. 
Ram. Speak to him :—Pr'ythee ſpeak. [To Syph. 
Sb. By heav'n, I cannot. 
Mem. What can this mean ? 


a. AY] 


52 BUSIRI S, 
And ſwallow down their tears to hide them from me 
By friendſhip's facred name, I charge you, ſpeak. 


[They look on him with the utmoſt concern, and go 


deut on different fides of the flage. 
Was ever man thus left to dreadful 
-_ all the 1 * of a black ſurmĩſe 
hat woe is this too big to be expreſs d? 

O my fad heart ! Why dard thou ſo ſeverely ? 
Mandane's life's in danger! There, indeed; 
Fortune, I fear thee ſtill; her beauties atm thee ; 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought : 
But for my love, how I could laugh at fate 

Enter a ſervant, and gives him a paper. He read. 


Enter Rameſes, Memnon Ffrosans, and fall; on Ram. 


Ram. Twere happy if his ſoul wou'd ne'er return: 
The gods may ſtill be merciful in this. 
His lids begin to riſe How fares my friend? 

Mem. Did Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity him. 


Enter Syrnoces. 


Hob. Fainting beneath th' oppreſſion of her grief, 
1 — 2 ſeeks the freſher air: = 
Let us withdraw; twill pain her to be ſeen, 

And moſt of all by you. 

Mem. By my own heart, 

I judge, and am convinc'd.—1 dare not fee her: 
The fight wou'd ſtrike me dead. — 


A. Memnon is going, Mandane meets him : Both 
art back : Sbe ſbriels. Memnon recovers him- 
ſelf, and falls at her knees, embracing them: She 
tries to diſe : He not permitting, ſbe rai 
him : He 3 in bis arms: 7 
continue ſpeechleſs and mationleſs for ſame time, 


Ram. Was ever mournful interview like this ? 
See how they writhe with anguiſh ! hear them groan ! 
See the large filent dew run trickling down, 4 
8 
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As from the weeping marble ; paſſion choaks 
Their words, and they're the ſtatues of deſpair ! 
Mem. O my Mandane ! 
[At this ſhe violently breaks from him, and exit. 
But one moment more. 
(As Memnon — Rameſes holds him. ] 
Ram. Brother 
Mem. Forgive me.— 
Ram. You're to blame.— 
Mem. Look there. [ Pointing after her. 
My heart is burſting. 
Ram. With revenge ! 
Mem. And Love. 
Ram. Revenge ! 

Mem. One dear embrace ; 'twill edge my "mY 
Syph. No, Memnon ; if our ſwordsnow want an edge, 

They'll want for ever ; to this ſpot I charm thee, | 
By the dread words, Revenge and Liberty ! 
This is the crifis of 7 fates ; this moment 
The dian Egypt — ober us; 
They — — us at like prudent men, 
And « out of ills extract our happineſs. 


My friends, theſe dire calamities, like 


May have their wholeſome uſe : This fad — 
If manag d artfully, revives our * 
It gives Nicanor to our ſinking faction 
And till the tyrant ſhakes. 
Ram. My father comes ; 
Or ſnatch this moment, or deſpair for ever: 
While paſſions glow, the heart, like heated ſteel, 
Takes each impreſſion, and is work'd at pleaſure. 


Enter Nicaxos. 


Nic. Why have the gods choſe out my weakeſt hours 
To ſet their terrors in array againſt me? | 
This wou'd beat down the vigour of my youth, 
Much more grey hairs, and lite worn down fo low. 
Vain man! to be ſo fond of breathing long, 
And ſpinning out a thread of miſery : 
The longer life, the greater choice of evil; 
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The happieſt man is but a wretched thing, 
That ſteals poor comfort from compariſon ; 
What then am I? Here will I fit me down, 
Brood o'er my cares, and think mytelf to death. 
Draw near, Rame/es ; I was raſh erewhile, 
And chid thee without cauſe —How many years 
Have I been cas'd in ſteel ? 
Ram. Full threeſcore years 
Have chang'd the ſeaſons o'er your creſted brow, 
And ſeen your fauchion dy'd in hoſtile blood. 
Nic. How many triumphs ſince the king has reign'd ? 
Ram. hey number juſt your battles, one for one 
Nic. True; I have follow'd the rough trade of war 
With ſome ſucceſs, and can, without a bluſh, 
Review the ſhaken fort, and ſanguine plain. 
I have thought pain a plerſure, thirſt and toil 
Bleſt objects of ambition. I remember 
(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 
When the barb'd arrow from my gaping thigh 
Was wrench'd with labour, I ditdain'd to groan, 
Becauſe I fuffer'd for Buftris' ſake. 
Ram. The king is not to blame. 
Nic. Is not the prince his ſon? 
Ram. But in himſelf ——— 
Nic. And has he loſt his guilt, [Ning in paſſion. 
*Caufe he has *njur'd me? Erewhile thy blood 
Was kindled at his name - Did' mt Thou not tell me 
A ſhameful black deſign on poor Amelia? 
O Memnon ! what a glorious race is this, 
To make the gods a party in our cauſe, 
And draw down bleſſings on us! 
Mem He that ſupports them 
In ſuch black crimes, is ſharer of their guilt. 
Nic. Point out the man, and, with theſe wither' hands, 
Fd fly upon his throat, tho” he were lodg'd 
Within the circle of Buferis? arms. 
Ram. He that prevents it not when in his power, 
Supports them in their courſe of flaming guilt; 
And you are He. 
Nic. Thou rav'it. 
Syph. The army's yours . 
ve 
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Pre ſounded every chief; but wave your finger, 
Thouſands fall off the tyrant's "oper dale hn 
Naked of help, and open to deſtruction: 
But ſweep h ninions, cut a padder's throat, 
Or lop a ſycc int, the work is done. 
Nic. What u'd you have me do? Starting. 
Mem. Let not ur heart 
Fly off from your un thought; be truly great; 
Reſent your coum ſufferings as your own : 
A geacrous foul is it contn'd at home, 
But ſpreads ittelf at. ad ver all the public, 
And feel; for every member of the land. 
What have we ſeen for twenty rolling years, 
2 one long tract of blood ! or, what is worſe, 
rong'd dungeons pouring torth perpetual groans ; 
And 9 — Shall half — 
Be doom d to curſe the moment of their birth? 


Shall all the mother's fondneſs be employ d 


To rear them up to bondage, give them tr 

To bear afflictions, and ſupport their chains? . 
Syph. To you the valiant youth muſt humbly bend, 

[ Kneeling. 

And beg that nature's gifts, the vigorous nerve, 

And graceful port defign'd to bleſs the world, 

And take your great example in the field, 

May not be forc'd by lewdneſs in high place, 

To other toils, to labour for diſeaſe, | 

To wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 

At an inglorious diſtance from the foe. | 

To you Amelia lifts her hands tor ſafety. [ Kneeling. 
Ram. To you—To you [Burſting into tears. 
Nic. By heav'n, he cannot ſpeak.—T underſtand thee: 


| Riſe—Riſe—my fon : Riſe all ; your work 1s done; 


They periſh all; theſe creatures of my ſword. 

Have I not ſeen whole armies vaulted o'er 

With flying jav'lins, which ſhut out the day, 

And fell in rattling ſtorms at my command, 

To ſlay, and bury, proud Bufrri;' foe? 

He lives and reigns ; for I have been his friend: 

But Fil unmake him, and plough up the ground 

Where his proud palace ſtands. [Erit. 
C 4 Mem, 
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Mem. O my Mandane ! 
The gods by dreadful means beftow ſucceſs, 
And in their vengeance moſt ſeverely bleſs: 
From thy bright ſtreaming 


The tyrant falls, Mandane ſtrikes the blow: 


eyes our triumphs flow, 


So the fair moon, when ſeas ſwell high, and pour 


A waſteful deluge on the trembling ſhore, 
Inſpires the tumult from her clouded throne, 
Where filent, penſive, pale, the ſits alone, 
And all the di ruin is her own. 


b 


— 


ACT V. seid 1 
SCENE, The Field 


- 


— 


Enter Bus ix Is and AULE TES. An alarm at a diſtance. 


Bus IRIS. 


| owe the voice of war! Tho loud the ſound, 
| It faintly ſpeaks the la of my heart; 
> %g 


It whiipers what I mean. But Auletes, 
What urge theſe forlorn rebels in excuſe 
For chooling ruin ? 

Au. Various their complaints: 
But ſome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Preſſes whole millions with inceſſant toil 
(Toils fitter far for beafts than human creatures) 
In buildiag wonders for the world to gaze at, 


Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Wile. 
Buf. Do they not build for me? Let that reward them. 


Yes, I will build more wonders to be gaz'd at, 
And temper all my cement with their blood. 
Whoſe pains and art reform'd the puzzled year, 
Thus drawing down the ſun to human uſe, 
And making him their ſervant ? Who puſſi d off 
With mountain dams the broad red t Nile, 
Deſcended from the moon, and bid it wander 

A ſtranger ſtream in unaccuſtom'd ſhores ? 


Who 


4 
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Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns? 
But virtues are forgot Away To arms! 
1 call to mind my glorious anceſtry, 
Which, for ten thoutand rolling years renown'd, 
Shines up into eternity itſelf, 


And ends among the gods. [An alarum. 


Enter Memnox. 


Aul. The rebel braves us. (er ; 
Buſ. Hold; let our weapons thirſt one moment long- 
And death ftand ſtill; tis he receives my nod. 
Whom meet I in the midſt of my own realm, 
With bold defiance on his brow? 
Mem. The flave, 
Whom dread Bufiris lately laid in chains; 


An emblem of his country. 


Buf. Is it thus 


You thank my royal bounty ? 


Mem. Thus you thank'd the good Artaxes ; 
Thus you thank'd my father. 
Buſ. What I have done, conclude moſt right and juſt; 
For I have done it; and the s alone 
Shall aſk me why: Thou liv'ft, wy ud oy fell ; 
And, if they fell unjuſtly, greater thanks 
Are due — r e'en injuſtice ſpar d. | 
Mem. Thy kindneſſes are wrongs; they mean to ſooth 
My injur'd foul, and fteal it from revenge. | 
Bu. Turn back thine eye; behold thy troops are thin, 
Thy men are rarely ſprinkled o'er the held, 
And yet thou carrieft millions on thy tongue. 
Mem. All thy blood-thirfty ſword has laid in duſt 
Are on my fide ; they come in bloody ſwarms, 
And throng my banners: Thy unequal'd crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my victory. 
Buſ. Ha! 
Mem. Nay, ſtamp not, tyrant ; I can ſtamp as loud. 
And raiſe as many dzmons at the found. 
Buſ. 1 wear a diadem, 
Mem. And I a ſword, | 
Buſ. Yet, yet 3 give thee lite. 
27 A 
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Mem. Secure your own: 
No more, Bufiris ; bid the fun farewell. 

Buſ. Bufirts and the fun ſhould ſet together: 
If this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 
Know thou, | tall like ſome vaſt pyramid ; | 
I bury thouſands in my great deſtruction, | 
And thou the firſt. —Slave ! in the front of battle; 
There thou ſhalt find me. 

Mem. Thou ſhalt find me there, | 
And have wel! paid that gratitude I owe. [Exeunt. 

A continual alarum. 


Enter Myrowx and NicanoR, meeting. 


Nic. Does not mine eye ſtrike horror thro' thy ſoul, 
And ſhake the weapon from thy trembling arm? 
Bafe boy! the foulneſs of thy guilt ſecures thee 
From my reproach ; I dare not name thy crime. 

Myr. Old man, didſt thou ſtand up in thy own cauſe, 
then ſhould be afraid of fourſcore years, 

And tremble at gray hairs ; but fince thy frenzy 
Has lent thote venerable locks to caſt 

A gloſs of virtue on the blackeſt crime, 
Accurt rebellion ! this gives back my heart, 
With all its rage, and I m a man again. 

Nic. Come cn, an uſe that force in arms I taught 
Fl now refume the liſe I gave fo late. [thee ; 
Uhr. I grieve thou hail but half a life to loſe, 

And doſt defraud my vengeance—At my touch, 

Thou moulder'it into duſt, and art forgotten : | 
Preparing to fight, Myron ſtops ſhort. 

Ah, no! I cannot fight with thee ; begone, | 

And ſhike elſewhere ; thou canſt not want a death 

in ſuch a field. though I refuſe it to thee ; 

 Rameſes, Memnor, give them to my fword, 

Suſtain'd by thouſands; but to fly from thee, 

From thee, moſt injur'd man, ſhall be my praiſe, 


And rite above the conqueſt of my foes. [Exit. 
Nic. Tis not old age, th' avenging gods N ! 
| it. 


[ He retires before Nicanor off the ſlage. A loud alarum.. 


C ter 


) 
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Enter Bus iRISs and AULETES, in purſuit. 


Nic. Tis well; Llike this madneſs of the field; 
Let heighten'd horrors, and a waſte of death, 
Inform the world, Bufris is in arms : 
But then I grudge the glory of my ſword 
To flaves and rebels ; while they die by me, 
They cheat my vengeance, and ſurvive in fame. 
Aul. I panted after in the paths of death, 
And cou'd not but from far behold your plume 
O'erſhadow flaughter'd heaps, while your bright helm 
Struck a diſtinguiſh'd terror through the field, 
The diſtant legions trembliag as it blaz'd. 
Buſ. Think not a crown alone lights up my name: 
My hand is deep in tight. Forbid it, %.! 
That whilſt Bu rreads the ſanguine held, 
The foremott tpirit of his hoſt ſhou'd conquer 
But by example, and beneath the ſhade, | 
Of this high brandiſh'd arm. Didft thou Cer fear 
Sure tis an art; I know not how to fear; 
"Tis one of the fev things beyond my power; 
And if death mutt be tear'd before tis felt, 
Thy matter is immortal. O Auleres 
But while I ſpeak, they live! 
Where fall the founding cataracts of Vile, 
The mountains treble, and the waters boil ; 
Like them, Ell ruſh ; like them, my fury pour; 
And give the future world one wonder more. [Exeunt. 


Enter Ve row, engaged with a party : His plume is [mit- 
ten off : He drives the foe, and returns. | 


Myr. When death's ſo near, but dares not venture 


Tis heaven's regard, a kind of ſalutation, [on us, 


Which to ourſelves our own importance ſhews: 

Faint as I am, and almoſt ſick of blood, 

There is one cordial would revive me ſtill; 

The fight of Memnen ; place that fiend before > 
it. 


Euter 
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Enter Mx uxox. 


Where, where's the prince? O give him to my ſword ! 
His tall white plume, which, like a 1 
Floa ted on the tempeſtuous ſtream of fi 

Shew d where he ſwept the field; — ſwift, 
But my approach has turn d him into ai 


Enter Myron. 
The fight but now begins! 


Myr. Why, who art thou ? 
Mem. Prince, I am— 


Mem. No—Fm Mandane. 

Myr. Ha! 

Mem. She's here, ſhe's here, ſhe's all: Her od 
_ virtues! 3 his own head and; | 

Vines and 12 ä Thou worſe than — 
name her not; forbear the croak 

With = of, 2 

Mem. Man lane 

Myr. Be it fo. 


When I refle& on her mean Love for thee, 
And r1..t againſt my life, my pain is leſs. 


Mem. I is falſe; ſhe meant, 3 


He, oaly ke, was conſcious of the thought. 
Mr. Then I'm a wretch indeed ! 
Mem. As ſuch Fl uſe thee: 
Ii cruth thee like ſome poiſon on the earth; 
Then haſte and cleanſe me in the blood of men. 
Myr. I thank thee for this ſpirit which exalts thee 
Into a foe, I need not bluſh to meet: 
Now, from my toal, it joys me thou art found; 
And found alive: By heav'n, fo much I hate thee, 
fear d that thou w aft dead, and hadit eſcap'd me; 
Tu drench my ſword in thy deteſted blood, 
Or ſoon make thee inunortal by my own. 
Villain ! 


Mem.” 


* 0 
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Mem. Myron ! 
Myr. Rebel ! 
Mem. Myron ! 
_ Myr. Hell! 
Mem. Mandane ! (Myr. falls. 
Me. Joſt the dow, and juſter ſtill, 
Becauſe imbitter'd to me by that hand | 
I moſt deteſt ; which gives my ſoul an earneſt 
Of vaſt unfathomable woes to come ; 
That dreadful dowry for my dreadful love: 
Ire 
If us d aright, no trivial legacy. [ Dies. 


Enter SYPHOCES. 


S$yph. My lord, I bring you moſt unwelcome news 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the field, | 
In hope to ſee her i 1 ng d, 

ſs of any but the paſt, 
N ge pot ny 2 and bore her off. 

Mem. Vengeance and conqueſt noware trivial things; 
Love made their prize. "Tis impious in my foul 
To entertain a thought but of her reſcue : 

Now, now, I plunge into the thickeſt war, 

As ſome bold diver, from a precipice 
Into mid ocean, to in a gem 

Whole loſs impoveriſh'd kings; to bring it back, 

Or ſee the day no more. [Exeunt. 


Enter Max DAN E, priſoner. 


Mand. A gen rous foe will hear his captive ſpeak ; 
A benefit thus, kneeling, I implore : 
Let one of all thoſe ſwords that glitter round me, 
Vouchſafe to hide its point within my breaſt. 


Enter MEemnon. 


Mem. Ah villains! curſed Atheiſts ! Can you bear 
That poſture from that form? What, what are num- 
When I beheld uit eyes | Nat mine the glory, 1 
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That ſingly thus I quell a hoſt of foes. | 
Inhuman robbers ! O bring back my foul ! 

[They force her off. He ruſhes in upon them, and is taken. 
Poor comfort to mankind, that they can loſe 

Their lives but once—Burt, oh! a thoutand times 

Be torn from what they love. = 


Enter Rames.s. 


Ram. Far have I waded in the bloody field, 

Laborious through the ſtubborn ranks of war, 

And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death; 

But thus to find thee !—Better find thee dead ! 

Theſe ſlaves will uſe thee ill. 

Mem. Of that ro more: 

Myron is dead, and by this arm. 

Ram. | thank thee : 

All my few ſpirits left exult with joy; 

PI chaſe and ſcourge him through the lower world. 
Mem. Alas, thou bleed'it ! | 
Ram. Curſe on the tyrant's ſword; 

I bleed to death: But cou'd not leave the world 

Without a lait embrace. Juſt now I met 

The poor Mandane. T 
Mem. Quickly ſpeak. What faid the ? | 
Ram Ncthing of comfort; ceaie to aſk me farther : 

If you meet more, your meeting will be tad. — 

Your arm: I taint—Ah ! what is human life? | 

How, like the dial's tardy-moving frade, 

Day after dry dides trom us unverceiy 'd ! 

The cunning ſugitiwe is ſwift by ftealth ; 

Too ſubtle is the movement to be teen ; 

Yet ſ on the our is up—and we are gone. 

Farewell: I pity thee. | [ Dies. 
Mem. Farewell, brave friend! | 

Wou'd ] cou di bear thee company to reſt ; 

But ite in al! its terrors ſtands beiore me, 

Ard muts the gate of peace ag: inſt my withes.— 

Do I nct hear a peal ot ant tuunder? 

And fee, a ſudden darkness uts the day, 

And quite blots out the ſun ?—But what to me 


— — 
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The colour of the ſky? A death- cold dew 

Hangs on my brow, and all my ſlacken' d joints 

Are thook without a cauſe -A groan! From whence ?-- 
Again! And no one near me? Vain delufion !— 

| tear not vain ! | tear fome ill is tow'rds me, 

More dreadful ture than all that's paſt. Mandane? 
I hop'd the was at peace, and paſt the reach 

Of this ill news; but ſuch my wayward fate, 

I cannot aſk a curſe, but tis deny'd me: 

And cou'd I with I ne er could tee her more? 


Enter Max DAxE, guarded. 


Mand. This is n other: A ſhort privacy 
Is a ſmall favour you may grant a foe. (leifure. 
Guard. Let it be ſhort; we may not wait your 
Mem. "Tis wond'rous ſtrange; there's ſomething 
holds me from her, 
And keeps this foot fait rooted to the ground. | 
This is the laſt time I ſhall ever pray. [ Kneeling. 
To me, ye gods, confine your threaten'd vengeance, 
And I will blets your mercies while I tutfer ! 
[Memaon and Mandane advance flawly to the front 
of the ſtage. 
Mand. What didſt thou pray for? 
Mem. For thy peace. ON 
Mand. Twas kind: | 
But oh! thoſe hands in bonds deny the bleſſing, 


For which they earneſtly were rais'd to heav n —— 


Mem. | fear ſo too: What we have het to do 
Mut be ſoon done: This meeting is our laſt. 
How ſhall we uſe it ? 

Mand. How ? Confult thy chains, 

And my calamities. 

Mem. Sad counſellors, 

And cruel their advice—Are there no other ? 

Mand. I look around—and find no glimpſe of hope; 
A perfect night of horror and deſpair. | 

Mem. Of horror and deſpair indeed, Mandane : 
Canſt thou believe me? Nay, can I believe _ 

| * My- 
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Myſelf? The laſt thing that Iwih'd for was—'Tis falſe! 


The weight of my misfortune hurts my mind, 
Mand. Was what ? 
Mem. I dare not think; to think is to look down 
A precipice then thouſand fathom deep, 
That turns my brain—Oh! Oh! 
Mand. Memnon, no more: | 
That filence, and thoſe tears, need no explaining ; 
And it is kind, with ſuch ſevere reluctance, 
To think upon my death though neceſſary. 


Talk not of dyi diſown the thought: 
Right is not 83 reaſon i3 not reaſon; 
All is diſtraftion, when I look on thee. 
O all ye pitying gods ! daſh out from nature 
Your ſtars, your ſun, but let Mandane live. 
Mand. No; death long fince was my confirm'd reſolve 
Mem. Myron is dead. 
Mand. W hat joy a heart like mine | 
Can feel, it feels Had he been never born, 
I might have liv d tis now—impoſlible. 
Mem. This even to my miſeries I owe, 
That it diſcovers greater virtues ſtill, 
In her my foul adores O my Manda ne 
O glorious maid ! then thou wilt be at peace 
[Memnon walks thoughtfully ; then return, 
Muſt I ſurvive, and change thy tenderneſs 
For a ſtern maſter, and perpetual chains ? 
Long I may groan on earth to fate their malice, 
Then throu h flow torments linger into death, 
No ſteel to ſtab, no wall to daſh my brain! 
Mand. Ha ! | 
Mem. Why thus fix'd in thought ? What mighty birth 
Is lab'ring in your foul * Your eyes ſpeak wonders.— 
Mand. Will not the blood-hounds be content with 


Mem. Alas, Mandane ! No; they ſtudy nature, (life? 


To find out all her feciet fea:3 of pain, 
And carry killing to a dreadi i art: 
A ſimple death in Egypt is for friends. 
Mand. O then it muſt be ſo!—and yet it W 
N. 


Mem. Ah hold! You plant a thouſand daggers here: 


E Ce. 


} 
: 


n_-— 


r 


Kinc of EcyPer. 65 


| Mem. What means this ſudden paleneſs? 
Mand. Heav'n aſſiſt me 
Feeling in ber boſom, ſbe ſwvoons. 
Mem. My love! Mandane ! hear me, my eſpous'd! 
My deareft heart! the infant of my boſom! 
Whom I would foſter with my vital blood. 
 Mand. Tis well; and in return, I give thee—This. 
Shews a dagger. 
Mem. Millions of thanks, thou refuge in deſpair. 
Mand. Terrible kindneſs! Horrid mercy! Oh! 
1 cannot give it thee. . 
Mem. Full well J know 
Thy tender foul, and I muſt force it trom thee. 
| [4s he is ſtruggling with her for the 
| dagger, ſhe ſpeaks. 
Mand. My lord! my foul! myſelf! you tear my 


Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light? 
Doſt thou not circulate through all my veins ; 
Mingle with life, and form my very ſoul ? 
Mem. Now, monſters, I defy you: Fate forbids 
A long farewell: My guard may interpoſe, | 
And make your favour vain—— Thus, only thus. [Em- 
And now—— [Going to flab himſelf.] [brace. 
Mand. Ah no! Since laſt I faw thee, thrice I rais'd 
OD [ Holds his arm. 
My trembling arm, and thrice let it fall.-— 
If you refuſe compaſſion to my ſex, 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend.--— 
As I a poniard, you ſupply an arm, 
And I ſtill be happy in your love. 
[After a pauſe of aſteniſhment, he finks gently 
on the earth. 

Mem. From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung'd, 
And find in deepeſt anguiſh deeper till : 85 
can't complain in common with mankind 
But am a wretched ſpecies all alone: 

Muſt I not only loſe thee, but be curs'd 


Io ſprinkle my own hands with thy life-blood ? 


Mand. It cannot be avoided. 
Mem. 
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Mem. Nor perform'd. 
Lift up my hand againit thee as a foe ! 
I, who ſhould fave thee from thy very father, 
And teach thy deareſt friends to uſe thee well, 
Make kindneis kind, and foften all their ſmiles ? 
O, my Mandane ! think how | have lo, d! 
O, my Mandane ! think upon thy pcw'r! 
How often haſt thou ſeen me pale with joy, 
And trembling at a ſmile? And ſhall J 
Mand. Myron ! 
(At that Memnon ftarts up ſudddenly. 
Mem. Ah hold! I charge thee hold! One glance 
that way | 
Awakes my hell, and blows up all its flames :— _ 
The world turns round; my heart is fick to death! 
O my diſtraction! perfect loſs of thought 
Mand. Why ſtand you like a ſtatue ? Are you dead? 
What do you told fo faſt within your arms? 
Why, with fix'd eye - balls, do you pierce the ground? 
Why ſhift your place, as if you trod on fire? 
hy gnaw your lip, and groan fo dreadfully? 
My lord, if I have ſpent whole live-long nights 
In tears, and figh'd away the day in private, | 
Only oppreſs'd with an exceſs of love, þ 
O turn, and ſpeak to me. | 
Mem. And theſe, no doubt, | 
Are arguments that I ſhould draw thy blood. — 
No child was ever lull'd upon the breaſt 
With half that tenderneſs has melted from thee, 
And fell like balm upon my wounded foul ! 
And ſhall I murder thee ? Yes, thus—thus—thus.— 
| (Embracing ſome time. 
Mand. Alas ! my lord forgets we are to die. 
[Memnon gazes with wonder on the dagger. 
Mem. By heav'n, I had ; my foul had took her flight 
In bliſs—W hy, is not this our bridal-day ? 
Mand. That way diſtraction lies. 
Mem. Indeed it does. 
Bath. Oh! Oh! | 
Mand. Thy ſighs and groans are ſharper than thy 
The guard is on us. | — a 
| _ 


ce 
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Mem. Then it muſt be done. a 
Sun, hide thy face, and put the world in mourning. 
blood ſtart out for tears, tis done - But one, 


One laſt embrace. 


[As be embraces her, ſhe burſts into tears. 
Let me not fee a tea cou'd as ſoon 
Stab at the face of heav'n, as kill thee weeping. 
Mand. "Tis paſt; Il am e d. | 
Mem. And now—and now. 
Mand. Be not fo fearful ; tis the ſecond blow “ 
Will pain my heart—indeed this will not hurt me. 
Mem. om haſt ſtung my ſoul quite through and 
With thoſe kind words: I had juſt fteel'd my breaſt, 
1 O Daſbing down the dagger. 
And thou undo'ft it all I could not bear | 
To raze thy ſkin to fave the world from ruin. 
Mand. If you're a woman, Pll be — more.— 
| [Stabs herſelf. 
I ſhall not taſte of heav'n till you arrive. (Dies. 
Mem. Struck home—and in her heart—She's dead 
already 3 ; 


| And now with me all nature is expir d 
My lovely bride, now we again are 


[Stabs himſelf. 
And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r.— 
Now every ſplendid object of ambition, | 
Which lately, with their various gloſſes, play'd 
Upon my brain, and fool'd my idle heart, 


Are taken from me by a little miſt, 

And all the world is vanith'd. (Dies. 

4A march ſounded. Enter Ni ca xo and Svrnoces. 
Victorious. 


The guards, which are advancing to the bodies, fly. 


Nic. The day's our own; the Perfran's angry pow'rs 
Have well repaid this morning inſolence, 
And turn'd the defperate fortune of the field, 
By ſure, tho' late, relief. 
Syph 
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Syph. Nicanor, friend, 
I from the city bring you welcome news: 
My guilty letter from the amorous queen 
I tpread amongſt the multitude ; while yet 
Their blood was warm with reading the black ſcroll, 
Myris, to view the fortune of the tight, 
Leaving her palace for the Weſtern tow'r, 
Was ſeiz d, torn, ſcatter d, on the guilty ſpot, 
Where her great brother fell. 
Nic. The gods are juſt. 
_ $yp6. See where Buſiris comes; your royal captive, 
In his misfortune great; an awful ruin! 
And dreadful to the conqueror ! | 
[Nicanos, advancing, fees the bodies. 
Nic. Sad fight ! 
A fight that teaches triumph how to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies theſe ſtreaming tears, 
Even on the moment that my country's tav'd 
From fore oppreſſion, and inglorious chains. 


[ He falls on his attendants. 


A great ſhout. Enter Busixis, wounded. 


Buſ. Conquer'd ? Tis falſe ; I am your maſter ſtill; 
Your maſter, though in bonds : You ſtand aghaſt 
At your good fate, and, trembling, can't enjoy. 
Now, from thy ſoul, I hug theſe welcome chains 
Which ſhew you all Buftris, and declare 
Crowns and tucceſs ſuperfluous to my fame. 
You think this ſtreaming blood will low'r my thought; 
No, ye miſtaken men, I ſmile at death; 

For living here, is living all alone ; 
To me a real folitude, amid 
A throng of little beings groveling round me ; 
Which yet uſurp one common ſhape and name. 8 
thank theſe wounds, theſe raging pains, which promiic 
An interview with equals ſoon eltewhere. 

[ He ſees Memnon. 
Ha! Dead? Tis well: He roſe not to my ſword ; 
I only wiſh'd his fate, and there he hes. 


Some 
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Some, when they die, die all; their mould ring clay 
3 an emblem of their memories; 

{pace quite cloſes up through which s'd: 
That! — liv'd, I leave a — behind, * 
Shall pluck the ſhining age from vulgar time, 

And give it whole to late poſterity : 

My name is writ in mighty characters, 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 
Whoſe ſplendor heighten our Egyptian day, 

Whole ſtrength ugh at time, till their great baſis, 


ſhall 
Old earth itſelf, ſhall fail: In after-ages, 

Who war or build, ſhall build or war from me; 
Grow great in each, as my example fires : 

Tis I of art the future wonders raiſe ; 


And the world lefſens, when Buferis falls. (Dies. 
Syph. Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid ; 
And for what uſe ſo-e er it was deſign'd 
9 I I „but miſtaken, man, 
let him lie in death; 


* 


Great was his life, be his monument ; 
And on Buferis „young Arſaces, 
Of gentler ſpirit, let the crown devolve. 
From this day's v „let the nations know, 


Jove lays the pride of haughtieſt monarchs low ; 
And they, who kindled with ambitious fire, 

In arts and arms with moſt ſucceſs aſpire, 

If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 
Graſp at their fate, and build themſelves a tomb. 
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EPILOGUE. 


By a FRIE ND. 


Spoken by Mrs. Ot.drie. 


** E race of critics, dull, judicious rogues, 

To mournful plays deny briſk Epilogues - 
Each gentle ſwain, and tender nymph, ſay they, 
From a ſad tale ſhould go in tears away; 
From hence quite home ſhould ſtreams of ſorrow ſhed, 
And, drown'd in grief, fleal ſupperleſs to bed. 


This doctrine is ſo grave, the Sparks won't bear it ; 
They love to go in humour to their claret. 
The Cit, who owns a little fun worth buying, 
Holds half-a-crown tos much to pay for crying - 
Befides who knows, without theſe healing arts, 
But Love might turn your heads, and break your hearts ; 
And the poor Author, by imagin'd waes, 
Might people Beth lem with our Belles and Beaux ? 


Hence I, who lately bid adieu to pleaſure, 
Roabb'd of my ſpouſe, and my dear virgin treaſure ; 
J., whom you ſaw, deſpairing, breathe my laſt, 
Am free and eaſy, as if nought had paſt ; 

Again put on my airs, and play my fan ; 
And fear no more that dreadful creature, Man. 


— But whence does this malicious mirth begin — — 


T know, ye beaſts, you reckon it no fon. 
| "Tis 
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Tis ſtrange that crimes the ſame, in diff rent plays, 
Should move our horror, and our laughter raiſe. 


Love's Jade ſecure the comic ictor tries; 


| But, if be, 7oicked, in blank verſe be dies. 


The farce, u ere wives prove frail, ſtill makes the beſt ; 
And the poor cuckold is a ſtanding jeſt : 

But our brave bard, a virtuous ſon of Iſis, 
Counts a bold ftrate in Love among the wices ; 
In blood and wounds a guilty land he dips ye, 


And waſtes an empire for one raviſh'd gypſy. 


What muſty morals fill an Oxford head, 
To notions of pedantic virtue bred! 
There each ſtiff Don at galantry exclaims, 
And calls Fine men and Ladies fifty names ; 
They tell you Rakes and Jilts corrupt a nation; 
— Such is the prejudice of education ! 


You, who know better things, will ſure approve 
Theſe ſcenes, that ſhewv the boundleſs power of Love. 
Let, when they will, th Italian Things appear, 
This play, we truſt, ſhall throng an audience here. 
Bold Myron's paſſton, up to frenzy wrought, 
Would ill be warbled thraugh an Eunuch's throat : 
His part, at leaſt, his part r:quires a Man; 

Let Nicolani act it, if he can 
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